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Anything To Get Ahead 


Anything To Get Ahead 
Nikki Sixx POV 


My whole life people had told me | would never amount to shit. But | never bought into that bullshit or let them break me down 
with it. | knew | was destined for great things. | was meant for fame and money. The fact that | had no musical talent was irrelevant 
to me. That shit | could learn | already had everything else by the time | was 14. I had the desire. | was motivated. | was a person 
who acted on impulse. This impulse landed me in LA, underage and homeless. But nothing was going to stop me. This was my destiny. 


It didn't take long to meet people. Didn't take long to find a couple of hookers to take me in Then dawn shined on me when a band 
had an opening for a bassist. So | went in a music store with an empty case and jacked a guitar when the clerks back was turned. | 
was so proud when | showed everyone what | had done. They all laughed because | didn't even steal a fucking bass. Well I'm 


resourceful, by nightfall, | had a bass. 


But | still couldn't play for shit. | couldn't even fucking read music. But | had to learn, and | did, just as fast as | could so | could play. 
| played a few bullshit bands for a while. Then came along London. | thought this was it. We packed clubs. But the lead singer and | 


just couldn't see eye to eye on shit. So | quit to focus on my own dreams. 


| felt so broken when | left that night after quitting. | found myself out back in the alley on my knees clutching the chain link fence 
next to me. | broke down sobbing. | felt like suck a fucking failure. | should have just stayed at home with Nona | was never going to 
be a rock star. | just didn't have what it fucking took. | grip at the fence crying so hard my knuckles have turned white. | just 
couldn't fucking do it. 


"Sure you can," a voice startles me. 


| jerk my head to see who's there, but | see no one. | just shrug it off and continue with my self- pity. 
"I can make all your dreams come true Nikki,” the voice interrupts my thoughts again. 

"Is somebody there?" My shaky voice asks scanning the shadows. 

"I'm always here," the voice says. This time it sounds as if its whispering in my ear. 

| jerk. "Show yourself!" 


Then crouching on his hunches is a man. He has black spiked hair, eyeliner, a goatee, covered in tattoos, and dressed so fucking cool. 


He hypnotizes me because something is familiar about him. 
"Do |..Know you?" I'm still a bit shocked how he simply materialized. l'm pretty sure he wasn't just there. 


"| could be you," he gives me a smirk that matches the one | get. Somebody from London must have hired this dude as a final insult 


to me. "Humans can't look upon my true form, your vision is far too shallow. 
"That's impossible," | shake my head. 


"Nothing is impossible," he smiles at me, "people just bore of the chase and dedication to make it. What you see now is you 20 years 


from now," he nonchalantly says as he picks at his fingernails. 
"B-but how?" | ask in befuddlement. My mind does a quick inventory of what all substances | had ingested tonight. 


"Well let me re-phrase, this COULD be you in 20 years. | have what you need to become this. Are you sure you really want this?" 
God his smile was drawing me in I'd do anything he asked. 


"Who are you? Really?" | question. No way was he a future version of me. 

He smirks looking up as he rubs his chin, "There are so many, | think you might prefer to know me as the Devil’ 

A chuckle escapes me, "Yeah, right, you're the Devil" Ok, so l'm obviously fucking wasted. 

"| always did like the fact that you needed proof Nikki. You are so untrusting, | love that quality in you. So I'll show you a 
demonstration to appease your burning curiosity." He clears his throat and outstretches his arms. As he does two beautiful 
magnificent black wings sprout from his back and spread. They looked real, but come on, this was fucking Hollywood. 

"Circus stunt," | huff unimpressed 

"Circus stunt? Well how about this then?" He gleams proudly at me. 

| wait and | stare at him. His words form in my head, like telepathy. "I can give you your every desire Nikki. Your soul is already 
black, one day it will be mine anyway. Guarantee it to me and | will make you a rich rock star. I'll grant your every wish. Just let me 
inside you. Just take me in and Nikki Sixx will be a household name. Open your mind to me Nikki.” 

| stare in shock. | wasn't even aware | had inadvertently answered. But somehow, | guess | submitted. My back flies into the fence 
and the Devilish image of Satan dissipates and goes into my nose and mouth like a vapor of smoke. At first it hurts and | resist. But 


my will breaks quickly and | just sit there stunned. | open my eyes and nothing looks the same now. It is, but I'm not seeing it the 
same. | leap to my feet and take in the strange hold inside my body. 


"New clothes Nikki," the Devil's voice rings in my ear. 


So | will my feet to move. As | pass by people | can read their minds. A bit taken back | stop and face them. 


"You'll soon get used to that," the voice from within says. 


| walk again. | notice that | can't even feel the cold anymore. But each of my other senses had been heightened. "Where are we 


going?” | ask. 


"Just walk. | lead from here on out," the voice says, and | comply. 


What Dreams May Come 


What Dreams May Come 

Axl Rose's POV 

| surrounded by fucking junkies and drunks. But man when we play together there's magic. We have something that no one else has. 
We stand the chance to really make it in this business, if the fucking band lives long enough for that. This was it, that one shot in 
time when the fucking stars are aligned and shit. | would never again find the right four people for this. | would sell my soul for this 
to work. Really, | so fucking would. It was looking like the only fucking thing | hadn't tried yet. 


"ls that true?" A voice says clearly as day, but I'm alone. And even stranger, the voice sounds just like me. 


| shake my head and look at my reflection in the mirror. It starts to change form. | transform into something inhuman and demoric. 


It's voice come out in a deep growl | can barely understand. 

"All it takes is a yes. Do you want fame? | can give you fame beyond your wildest dreams." 

| stare with a gaping jaw. 

"| can read your mind..you want it," the thing grins at me. "Yeah, you want it” 

Then out of nowhere it's long cold clawed hands come out of the mirror and grasp around my throat. 

“Submit to me," the demonic voice says to me as it shoves me back and falls on top of me busting a table in the process. 


No air enters my body. | look up into the cold black eyes staring me down. Was it going to kill me? How could this be real? This was 


some fucked up nightmare | was having, right? 
"AXLI You ok in there?!" | hear a voice through my muffled ears. It was Izzy. 


| try to scream for help but my voice won't make a peep. | gasp for air, but none comes to me. | stare into the face of evil as he 


starts to blow blackness into my open mouth. 
"AXLI" 

Dear god Izzy help me. Of course | can only think this. 

"AXLI ANSWER ME" 

But | can't. Soon the door breaks in and the creature above me simply disappears. | grasp my throat choking for air. 
"Axe, man, you ok? What the fuck happened in here?" Izzy asks crouching beside me and slapping me on the back 
"l-lzzy. Someone." But how the hell could | tell Izzy that shit? He would tell management | needed new meds. 


Then this strange calmness comes over me. | look at Izzy and the worry on his face, but he's like looking at some stranger. | retain 


all memory of him, but it's just numb now, like it had happened to someone else and | was watching some weird movie of it. 


"Axe?" 
"tm fine..l..slipped," | robotically answer. | start to stand. He quickly offers to help. 


"Don't touch me, I've got it!" | jerk away from him. For some reason when he touched me | just couldn't stand it. It's like it burned or 


something. 

"| was just trying to help, you don't have to be such a fucking dick about it” 

| look at him. | can't help but notice the shudder down his spine. "Axe..what the fuck happened to your eyes? Are you on coke?" 

| turn to the door, "Yes, coke." 

"But you said it fucks up your voice," he sees fit to remind me. 

"And your smack fucks up your playing, but do you hear me saying shit?" 

"Axe?" He questions. Maybe under normal circumstances | wouldn't have made such a comment. "You're lying to me about whatever 
just happened. When | came in you were fighting with someone like they were choking you. You were fighting and fighting and you 
couldn't get away. But the second you say me in the room it just stopped” 

"You think I'm fucking crazy?" My voice calmly asks. "You're the piece of shit junkie seeing shit” 

"How the fuck can you say that to me you fucking son of a bitch?!" He shouts at my back. 

Humm, apparently stating the obvious didn't work with this one. 

"Fucking tell me that shit to my goddamn face punk!" He says shoving me from behind. 

A smirk spreads my lips as | slowly turn to face him. "You're scared," | say, "scared your parents are right. Scared everyone is 
right about you being nothing but a junkie. Oh you try to hold it together, but there's days you can't. You do it to hide a secret 
deep inside you." | lean forward and smell him. "Your fear smells like candy.” 

"Dude, what the fuck else did you take besides coke?" Izzy asks. 

"Didn't take anything," | smile menacingly. 

"Then why the fuck are you being so cold? | came in here because | heard a noise and thought you actually might be fucking hurt. 
Then you call me a fucking junkie and tell me not to touch you?! Fuck you Axil | hope your voice ain't worth shit tonight!" And he 


storms past me and out of the room. 


| smile and look around at everything with new eyes. Everything felt new. | felt new. | felt as if nothing could let me down now, not 


even a band full of fucking junkies. 


The Minion 


Nikki Sixx POV 

That night my feet willed me by some unknowing force down to the strip as some strange version of my own voice told me what to 
do. | felt like the puppeteers puppet. I'd never be caught dead in a shithole like this. But as | entered the club | knew why the 
disconnected voice of myself told me to come here. Behind a set of drums | saw the tallest, skinniest, most hyperactive kid you've 
ever seen in your life. He was in leopard spandex so | knew right away he had an ‘| don't give a fuck’ attitude. 

| step up to the bar and the bar wench does a double take. Fuck, do | have horns showing now? Wings maybe? | cock my head 
slightly and give her a trace smirk. | merely think the word ‘Budweiser before she is opening two bottles and sitting them before 
me with a timid and unsure look on her face. | lay a twenty on the bar. She reaches for it and | run my fingertip down the back of 
her hand. Goosebumps instantly form on her skin. 

"You want to fuck me?" | ask and lean forward ever so slightly and inhale her sent. "I can smell your wetness. Yeah, you want this 
cock," a slight laugh comes out of me. “Tell you what..l'll fuck you if you do one little thing for me first," | say holding up my index 
finger. 


She seems only capable of nodding. 


"| want you to take this beer to that drummer, drop to your knees, pull out his cock, suck him off, and tell him Nikki Sixx will be 
waiting for him at the Whiskey in an hour." 


She nods, it's like she's fucking dazed or something. 


And in precisely one hour the lanky drummer enters the club looking for me. It takes him only one look to recognize me. His 
thoughts tell me he's a fan, or a fan of London. Point being, he knows who | am. 


"Hey dude | was so shocked at this invite! I'm a huge fan of yours. | think the way.” 
| but hold up my hand and he silences. "London can go to hell. I'm starting a band by myself. | need three guys to help me. You're 
number one. You will be my second in command. You answer to me and to no one else. | will make you a very rich man Thomas Lee 


Bass...all you have to do is follow me." 


This kid just nods with a gaping jaw. | know he wants to speak because | can hear the questions on his mind. "You may speak," | say 


and lower my hand. 

"Dude, you seem so different in person | don't think I've ever met anyone like you before. you're s0..s0.." 
| give a smirk and look at him out of the corner of my eye, "I know, its new to me too.” 

"Its fucking awesome, whatever it is" He beams at me. 

"Maybe one day you can be the same," | shrug, "Just submit to my will and to the band | will create” 
"Deal," he beams at me and extends out his hand 


| look to it for a moment with a smile. | take his hand and he drops to his knees from my sudden touch. | lift his chin up with my 


other hand. "You will be my confidant. Together we will create a tyranny in the music business. Parents will hate us so their kids will 


have to have us. We will fuck their daughters and spill our seeds on their faces. We will be the loudest, the craziest, the most in 
your face thing out there. Nikki Sixx will have his moment of glory beyond his wildest dreams. You will too my friend. We are one 
now. Now we must recruit the others. Do you join me Tommy Lee?" 


"Wow dude, | literally just thought of calling myself that," he looks at me in shock 


| hover down lower to his face, "How do you not know | gave you the thought? Remember Tommy, | know everything, even your 


thoughts." 

"Bullshit," he smiles and shakes his head. 

"Try me” 

"Ok what number am." 

"Four," | cut him off. 

"Ok.how old do you.." 

"You're IT, 18 come October. 

"Wow dude..how are you doing that?" Tommy asks in bewilderment. 
"| don't know..| just can. Ain't it cool?" | gleam. 

"Dude, you're like psychic and shit... 


"Lam," | nod, “and | know that if you follow me all your dreams will come true. Will you follow me Tommy? Will you let me make 
your dreams come true? 


"Hells yeah dude! l'm inl!" 


The Curious One 


Author's Notes: 
| really hope people go with this. 


The Curious One 
Axl Rose's POV 


My human host has an amazing life. Sex is thrown at him like candy in a parade. His band is under my spell for the most part, all 
except the one he calls Izzy. Izzy is not like the rest of them. The rest take in the lavishes of their newly found club fame with 
utter joy. But that one is different. He's quiet and Axl has always wondered what went on in his head. With my power now he can 
now know. Though l'm not so sure he likes what thoughts he reads from that one. 


The Izzy one was his best friend, my best friend. You would think he would have realized how unhappy this creature was by now. He 
carried a lot of shame, guilt, and remorse inside him. And it was like some impenetrable wall | couldn't seem to get through. He was 
different from the rest in other ways as well. | could see this from his aura. | could see all auras now, most of them were purple, 
green, orange, brown or red. It was in a way like seeing who someone was on the inside just by the color the emitted. Each of them 
a color of greed, self-involvement, showing off, jealousy, and competitiveness. But this Izzy's aura was mostly white with a hint of 
blue and gray. Well gray means things like, depression, sadness, lack of energy, skepticism and exhaustion. Blue means, trusting, 
smart, calm, naturalism, faith, balance, stability, and loyalty. But the white in such abundance troubled me. White means a perfect 
balance. White means the complete opposite of myself. 


This person was a threat. He already knew something was strange about me. Luckily this human's body is considered by all as crazy 
as hell anyway. | can play off this craziness a while. But what do | do when I'm forced to be alone with him? How can | keep him in 
the dark? And every time he touches me or brushes against me too close it fucking burns and stings. It's like he's fucking made out 


of holy water. 


He is sitting right across from me in a booth somewhere at some nightclub. Tonight we play here. Everyone else is discussing the 
irrelevant details of how they plan to conduct themselves onstage. But this Izzy is just sitting in silence, sipping a beer, and staring 
me down with some sort of morbid curiosity. He knows something is different, but his shallow human thinking can't comprehend it. 
The drugs he constantly shovels into his veins weakens his mind. If he were sober he would probably realize that Axl wasn't here 


anymore. 
For some reason | make him nervous. It's funny, because he makes me nervous. | can't control him. | can't get all the way inside his 
mind. It's usually so easy with a drug addict, but this one is sheathed and protected by white. Maybe this human | inhabit is 
colorblind and his aura isn't white, blue or gray. He certainly seems far from perfectly balanced. He is a very sad creature. The pain 
he carries inside makes it hard for me not to smile. The whole faith thing concerns me too. Axl knows Izzy as an Atheist, but the 
aura | see says differently. This one was far more of a mystery than the other three. | had to watch myself around him. 

"Axl what song are we opening with?" The tall blonde one named Duff asks me. 


"| don't care, you choose." 


They all turn and look at each other rather shocked. Izzy leans his elbows into the table and stares at me, "No, you choose the 
songs. You always choose the songs.” The smell of his candied fear singes my nose and | have to back away slightly. 


"Fine then, Think About You..happy?" | roll my eyes at him. 


"Oh I'm just about to piss myself with excitement Axl," he sighs and shakes his head. 


"Bathroom is over there," | point, "I'm sure you'd like to make use of the facilities anyway before the show. We all know how bad 


you want that loaded rig in your right boot" 
"Dude do you have any more?" The curly haired Slash asks. 


The Izzy guy just looks at me with a look that suggests anger, but he isn't angry, not at me anyway. He is full of embarrassment, 
pain, and regret. He stands up and turns to go to the bathrooms. 


"Izzy is your best friend," The dumb blonde Steven says. The rest look at me like the monster | am just under this mans borrowed 


flesh. "How can you say that to him?" 
"Izzy is fucking weak. He's a fucking pussy that can't take the heat so he runs out of the kitchen," | smirk. 
"Did it ever occur that maybe he's running from you asshole?" The curly haired one asks me. 


"If you ask him nicely he might share his shit with you. He has two rigs in his boot," | sigh and wait for him to go running off for 
that fix. Of course he does. Now l'm just left with two blondes who just stare dumbfounded. 


Does He Know 


Does He Know 
The Devil's POV 


| take in the spoils of this mortal coil. While the head honcho upstairs could have given this creature a bigger dick, | still used the 
fucking thing. Fortunately he's good looking and every girl in sight seems to want to fuck him. Guess they don't know it's only 
average in size and his little sidekick, Tommy, my new bitch boy, is hung like a fucking horse. | should have transferred myself into 
his soul. However, something about Nikki Sixx made me smile. So | decided to step up his oral game to compensate for his dick. Seems 


to be working out pretty well for him. 

Now while | admit | love all junkies, drunks, and other users, it troubles me at this one's desire for such substances. Normally, you 
know, whatever, go on and get fucked up, but in this case I'm in this creature's body. | have better things to do than get high. | 
have mayhem to create. Though people expect this from Nikki, therefore | have to waste time getting fucked up. In between that 
and fucking is looking for the guitarist and lead singer to create the band for Nikki's dream. 

"Dude, | called that Mick Mars guy," Tommy yells as he comes through the door from the payphone. 

My black eyes fall on him and | will Nikki's lips into a smile. "Good" 


"He's gonna be here soon, do you wanna maybe practice or get high or something?" Tommy stands there looking down at me where | 


have Nikki's body on the floor writing lyrics. 

"tm busy, fuck off," | reply. 

Tommy says nothing, he just goes over and sits behind his drums. He starts pounding on the drums right behind me. | turn Nikki's 
head to look over his shoulder at him. Tommy just pounds on the drums louder. | pick up the pencil | was using and snap it in half. 
As | do | hear two louder snaps behind me. 


"What the fuck?" | hear a puzzled Tommy say as he realizes both of his drum sticks have just snapped in two. 


"Guess you'll need to run to the music store for some more,’ | smile as | pick up the writing end of the pencil and start writing 


again. 

"Dude, do you have any cash, I'm dead broke," he sighs. 

"Guess you'll just have to steal them," | say. | smile inside at that suggestion 

Then thoughts are interrupted by a knock at the door. Tommy answers and it is this short guy with long black hair. He carries a 
guitar case in one hand and a beaten up amp in the other. This must be Mick Mars. | stand Nikki's body upright and thrust his hand 
out at the guy. "Hey man, l'm Nikki." 

His hand slides into Nikki's and flashes of his memory tell me that we're already acquainted. He had made a deal with me once. 
Though he wouldn't give me his soul, he did instead decide to trade, guitar skills for a horrible rare disease. Personally, | would have 
just sold my soul to me. He would have a kickass life, then when he dies he would come down to my place. It really doesn't smell like 


Sulphur or anything. Nor is it quite as hot as people may think. | like it there. My children make it less lonely. 


Mick's eyes come up to meet with Nikki's. He quickly releases his hand and takes a step back. 


"There a fucking problem?" | smirk. 


He just looks dazed for a moment and quickly decides he's just imaging l'm me. | love the way people always doubt their gut instincts. 


This gives me so much more time to play. To whisper little insecurities in their ears. 

"Sorry," he says softly, "I just...” 

"So do you want to be in this band?" | ask. 

"| came to audition, didn't |?" He asks. 

"Then audition,” | smile to him warmly and extend out some music to one of the songs | had written..or co-written with Nikki. 

He takes it and glances at it a moment before pulling out his guitar, plugging it in, and starting to play. | already know he sounds 
great..| gave him the gift. So he plays for us and of course Tommy thinks he's awesome. And me, well | love everyone whose lives | 
get to touch. 


| nod Nikki's head and smirk, "Welcome home Mick." 


His eyes just slowly travel up to mine and he says nothing. | sense him questioning his own sanity once again. Is he aware he is 


saying yes to me once more? He seems to wonder if he is. Tommy on the other hand gets quite excited. 


"Fuck yeaaah dude! Now all we need is a singer!" 


Enemy At Hand 
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Please leave comments, recommends, and favs. They would be greatly appreciated. Every ‘vote’ counts. 


Enemy At Hand 
The Demon's POV 


| growled and screamed from my very depth for my hosts show tonight. When he ran he ran as if wings carried him. He 
mesmerized the crowd and completely bewitched them, or rather, | did My host has a dark and confused mind. Trust me, | know his 
every thought and memory because | am in him. | could only read the minds of those | possessed to the fullest of my ability. | 
picked up fragments from others. It was better than nothing after all 


But the Izzy one was different. | could only read him if | touched him. And let's just say I'd rather not fucking touch him. However, 
from my host's brain | can see his memories of Izzy. Lazy misused days in Indiana cornfields, by a river, and down by the tracks. 
They had been experimental boys. And as close as two people could be. My host loved this person, but it was quite a confusing love 
to him. He wasn't sure of its limit. Was it platonic love? Or was it something more forbidden? | can't get the answer from the other 


one without physical contact. 


My host is boarding the bus when my eyes fall on the bright lights of white, gray, and blue. He almost blinded me to look directly at 
him. | pull a pair of shades onto Axl's eyes and continue inside. The creature of light just sits there ignoring me and playing his 
guitar softly. | say nothing as | pass him. 


"You want to tell me where that extra performance of your came from tonight?" He says in that soft smacked out voice of his, 


eyes never leaving his guitar. 
"No," | growl from my gut and out of my host's throat. 


"Something's off with you man Something more than your fucking mood swings. It's like you're somebody else. And the shit you've 
been saying to me..you never talk to me like that. What the fuck crawled up your ass?" Izzy asks keeping a cautious eye on my 


host. 
| smirk | didn't crawl up this creatures as | assure you. "Dealing with three junkies is always the highlight of my day." 


My host didn't approve of this one's addiction the most. He worried for him. Cared for him. It was really disgusting and off putting 
to me. But | have to live the life this host wants. He allowed myself into him. | was here to help, for a while. In the end my plan is to 
become this host. Slowly | will overcome him. He will disappear and | will remain. However he has a strong will this host. He fights me 


and won't submit fully. 

"You're no fucking angel, you do the shit sometimes too!" The Izzy one snaps. 

"But | don't do it day in and day out. | don't need it to keep from being fucking sick. You're pathetic and weak" The Izzy one soon 
grabs me and shoves me into the wall. | hiss in pain as his hands sear my flesh. "Izzy stop it, you're hurting me," | say through 


gritting teeth. 


"tll let you go when you tell me what the fuck is going on" He doesn't let go and the pain travels through my body. It's weakening 


me. It's allowing my host to come to the surface. 


"Izzy help me," the whimper of my host cries out, "Something is wrong." The Izzy one looks to him compassionately. | mimic the 


pleading voice of my host, "Please let me go, you know | can't take being held down Izz" 


The Izzy one lightens his grip but his hands still leave me writhing in agony. My host's knees shake. | half expect my shoulders to 
start to smolder where he touches me. "You know I'd never hurt you like that Axe. | just want you to tell me what's wrong.” Then 


he releases me and l'm able to lock my host's emotions deep down inside of us. 


"What could possibly be wrong?" | say as the pain dies down inside my host. He's screaming to get out but right now l'm weakened 
and can't properly subdue him. "Sober up and maybe you'll fucking see." 


He stares into my host's eyes..my eyes. "It's like I'm looking at someone else. Your eyes are different..darker..colder. It's empty and 


hollow," The Izzy one says worried. 
"Looked in a mirror lately?" | snort through my vessel. 


"But l'm just the fucking junkie. My eyes are irrelevant to this conversation. We are talking about you. | think you're cracking up 


again..like you did that one time back home," his soft voice says with furrowed brows and a look of genuine concern, 


| walk away a few feet to try to regain my control. "It scares you that you won't be able to control me and keep me in line, doesn't 
it? Afraid your words will no longer soothe the savage beast. Scared that your touch won't save me from the abyss.." | look to him 


with an evil smirk, "You're right" 


Perspective 


Perspective 


Nikki Sixx's POV 


You know, being possessed by the Devil was actually pretty fucking awesome. | really liked the super powers and reading peoples 


every thought. And the Devil really was delivering on our deal so far. He had already provided me with my drummer sidekick and 
overly qualified guitarist. | sensed Mick knew there was something off about me. Tommy was under my thumb. Now | just needed 
the Devil to will me in the right direction for my lead singer. Tommy, as luck would have it, went to school with some guy he said 
would make a great singer. So we found out what band he was in and we went to well..steal him. 

Even Mick wanted the guy once he saw how he had girls all over him. And the guy was a platinum blonde, he really stood out from 
us with all this black hair. And | had to give it to the guy, he knew how to work the stage and audience. | even think | can work with 
his voice. | think it will mesh well with what | hear in my head that isn’t the Devil's whispering. 

After the show Tommy gets him off alone to talk to him. He seems cordial, but isn’t at all wanting to be in our band. His own band 
was doing well. | smirk and the Devil turns my attention to his band. He says one word to me. Sabotage. | know the Devil will find a 


way to cause some problem with his band. It's the Devil's will for him to join us. 


"Go be charming Nikki," The Devil instructs me. | grab a few beers and head over to where Tommy is struggling to keep the guy 


from bailing. 


So | walk over and extend a beer out to the blonde. "Here man, l'm Nikki, band leader and lyricist," | smile and feel the Devil enhancing 
it. 


His jaw gapes slightly as he looks at me. He hesitantly takes the beer and clears his throat. "Im Vince." 

"Yeah, | know,” | nod and sip my beer. "So | understand you're happy with your own band, making some noise and all | see." 
"Yeah," he nods. 

"Too bad your bandmates think you're a dick," | casually shrug and fiddle with the label of my beer bottle. 

"No they...” 

"Nikki's psychic," Tommy quickly nods. 

"Its true," | sigh, "But | guess you'll just have to see for yourself” 

"Um, yeah whatever," he rolls his eyes and drinks his beer. 


"You can come rehearse with us Friday. Tommy will get your number and give you a call," | tip my beer at him and turn to walk 


away. As | leave | grab a brunette in a red dress and take her with me. 
And just like clockwork, Vince showed up exactly when the Devil told me he would. He arrived at my place thinking it was a waste of 
time. his whore girlfriend was obnoxious as fuck. Still he sang a song or two and shit was sounding good. Then he decides he's had 


enough and is ready to leave. He's making his goodbye's when | walk over and take him by the arm. 


"Mind if | have just one word with you in the other room before you go?" | smile a smile no one can refused because it is infused 
with the Devil's charm. 


"Um...yeah, sure," he says and seems to shiver from where | had touched him. 


| lead him into my room and shut the door. He stands impatiently waiting for me to speak My eyes glance to his arm and | notice 


track marks. | can smell the cocaine in his veins. | can taste his desire for more. | smile in joy. 


"tm kind of in a hurry dude so.. 

"| want to show you something Vince," | purr in the Devils charm and smile at him. 

"What?" He impatiently shrugs. 

| take a step closer to him. | extend my hand up to his head. "Don't freak out, ok?" | say and touch his forehead. 

His eyes go wide As the Devil starts to show him images of his future. His future with me and this band. He shows him the women 
he can have, the fans that scream his name, the stadiums full of people singing along with him. He shows him mansions and fancy 


sports cars. He shows him every spoil imaginable. Then | remove my hand from his forehead. 


He just looks at me in disbelief. He can't really accept what he was just shown "Um yeah..look I've got to go," he says rushing past 


me. 
"You'll be back," | smirk. 


He leaves in a hurry and the Devil tells me not to worry. He'll show up for rehearsal on Tuesday, ready to join us. And that was 


precisely what happened. | had my band. Now was my time. | honestly can't thank the Devil enough. 


What. The. Fuck? 


Author's Notes: 
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What. The. Fuck 
Axl Rose's POV 


| am a prisoner in my own body. | can feel this presence, what the fuck ever it is, eating away my will, feeding off my bones like a 
leech, not letting me as much as to whisper a word of my own. This is not what | signed in for. Fuck, this is not what | was 
expecting, and God knows (does he?), that | didn't expect a lot. 


What | definitely didn't expect was this thing fearing Izzy. 


And while all | want to do is curl up to Izzy, this thing can't get away from him fast enough. It burns. Izzy's touch burnt him like 
hot coals and i suffered like i was burning in the very depths of hell through it. Also Its fascinating how | can feel, more than see, 
the auras of people around me, like a foggy mist of light surrounding their heads. Drug users and alcoholics in general, have this 
dark bluish black emanating from them, and Izzy has it too, but on him, the white seemed to shroud it, making it sparkle and shine 


like old silver. 


| can also smell fear, desire, hate, | can smell so many different emotions now that | wonder if every feeling has a smell, or what 
certain feelings smell like. Fear smells like crack. | know its a funny kind of smell for a sensation like fear, but it is how it is. Desire 
smells like candy, and l'm not surprised by that, not really, but | am surprised by the people that let out that smell when they are 
around me, from young groupies to grandmas, to my band mates, management and crew. Not all directed at me, obviously, but 


some, well, some are, and it surprised me to no end. 


But my most cherished new ability is mind reading. Now, that shit is awesome, let me tell you. I've known Izzy, for instance, for best 
part of my life, but when he touched me the other day, helping me off the floor, through the burn and the pain | felt him. Like | 
were inside his soul, | saw his first breath, i saw him playing with his brother, | saw how his parents broke up and he moved with 
his mom back to Lafayette, of his early summers with his dad in Florida and his passion for the sea, for the waves, and | saw the 
neglect, his mom lying in bed, to fucked up on pills to cook or wash their clothes, of the long, lonely winters and the lonesome, 
private boy that was to become Izzy. | also saw other memories, | saw my face like he saw me, bright hair and bright eyes and the 


confusion he felt, how his heart picked up pace every single time he saw me. | looked beautiful in his eyes. 


But all this, all this new abilities mean nothing if | can't use them of my own will, and just as Im thinking this, | rear the guys 
outside the verue, shouting at each other on the improvised basket ball court they have put up between the buses. The GNR 
machine is starting to grow, and we have now, a few more roadies, plus new guitar and drum techs to cart around with us. | watch 
as they play from the doorway, shirtless and sweating under the afternoon sun, and | can smell it. Desire, such a sweet smell. Its 
coming from a young enough to be in fucking diapers guitar tech, and is directed at Izzy. I've seen Izzy talking to him in the same 
nonchalant manner Izzy uses to everybody, but I'm not to be fooled They have fucked. More than once. | can smell it, | can just 
smell it. The demon in me senses my jealousy, willing my body to move in their direction and before | know it I've knocked the guy 
out and Izzy is staring at me like ‘what the fuck’. The guy scrambles up his feet, and in a matter of seconds, the court is empty, 
everybody else smart enough to fuck off before the storm breaks. 


Izzy comes at me but the thing makes me latch on the brick wall and climb it up it like fucking Spiderman. | turn around to face 
Izzy, clinging to the wall, a low warning growl the only Goddamned thing | can muster under this fucking entity's control. What the 
fuck is going on? Izzy looks up and goes even paler than he already is. 


"What the." Is all he manages to say. 


"Non potes eum. Ego Alloces. Et hoc non erit corpus et animam dilectum. Vos non potestis eruertet illum. Sed non postestatem. 


Papaveris es obnoxious.” And the way | laugh, the way this thing, this demon makes me laugh, freezes my own blood in horror. 


(You can't have him. | am Alloces. | am mighty. | will take this body and this soul of your beloved will be no more. You can't save 


him. You havert the power. You are a slave to the poppy) 

Izzy looks terrified and | can smell the crack burning in the air. 

"Axe..! think you need to come down off the wall," he says with scrunched brows and a befuddled look. 
"Axl non est hic." 

(Axl isn't here) 


Izzy takes a step back and grips his head, seemingly in pain, but when he looks back at me crouched on the wall he looks completely 


sober and unafraid. 


"Amor vincit vos. Cur me metuis. Dilgit me, diligetur. Ut custodian te a deponens eum involvit. Ille vos pugantes. Non Dimittam te, ut 


eum comprehenderent. Ego pugnabunt pro eo. Ecce ego mitto vos in inferno sunt. Dabo eum ad me. In nomine Nicolai sinite abire." 
(Love defeats you. That's why you fear me. He loves me and | love him. That's keeping you from taking him. He's fighting you. | won't 
let you take him. I'll fight for him. You belong in hell and I'm going to send you there. Give him back to me. In the name of Nicholas, 
let him go.) 


And just like that i feel myself hitting the floor. The demon quickly backs into a corner growling. 
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"Nu maquam.." 


(Never) 


Izzy's eyes soften. "Axe, | know you're in there. You have to fight this thing. lim here. I'll find out how to stop it. Just hang on. Please 
don't give in to it." 


And the creature inside of me laughs at him. 


"Nu maquam.." 


(Never) 


Sympathy From The Devil 


Sympathy From The Devil 
Nikki Sixx's POV 


By some strange miracle we had out first real gig in no time at all. | guess | have to thank satan for that one. Tonight the Devil 
wAs dressing me in a strange ensemble of accessories, things like leather, spandex, chains, thigh high six inch heel boots, pentagram 
a, and makeup. But | must admit, | do look so fucking cool. | wasn't fixing my hair to his liking. He took my hand and pointed it at my 
hair. He instructed it to stand, and it did. 


In my head | as the Devil since we can communicate that way." mind if | ask you a question?" 

"Anything my pet," he answers, "I already know your thoughts, but go ahead and ask your question of it makes you feel better." 
"ls there a god?" | think. 

| hear his roaring laughter in my head. It's so loud. "You haven't the time to concern yourself with such trivial mediocrities. | am 
real and that's all that really matters right now. You humans spend far too much time dwelling over such things. It's really far 
more simplistic." 

"How so?" | can't help but think. 

"Because man wrote the bible Nikki. Man wrote it with his child like comprehension and shallow primitive thinking. The basic 
philosophy is there, but the details are misconstrued in a way man can understand. Some things your kind are just not meant to 
understand." 

"How do you mean?” 

| hear him sigh from within me. "Fine Nikki, I'll try to explain it in a way you might understand. For starters, let's begin with the bible 


your kind wrote. It says that god is forgiving, not vengeful, just, and perfect in every way, right? Yet he casts me, his most 
beautiful, out of heaven, correct?" 


"Yeah." 

"So then, don't you think it's safe to say that god obviously got pissed at me? He cast me out of heaven and into hell.sounds a bit 
vengeful to me, right? But he's perfect” And then | hear his beautiful laugh once more in my head, "man just cannot understand the 
truth Nikki." 

"Them tell me the truth. | want to know," | press. 

"Ahhh, but are you sure | won't lie as well? They do say | lie and will deceive you." 

"tll make up my own mind,” | think to him in our telepathic conversation insider head. 

"Fine Nikki," he states," yes, there is a god and a heaven and a hell. But it's not something that is tangible, you cannot touch it. H's 
more a sense of being. Both sides have what you would consider an Army. The demons had no leader becouse they were too 


barbaric to form a structural balance. They had one sole purpose. Get into the gates of heaven and assassinate god. You see, with 


god dead, they would be all that remained. Their thinking is that of a primitive human who desires to take over the world. So the 


army of god fought to protect him." 

"So what exactly did you do to piss him off?" | wonder. 

Again he sighs from within me. "We could only defeat the demons when they took on a mortal form of atoms..a lesser state of 
being. So god decided to create a being of free will, faith and belief. A being that would allow the demons to take on its form so that 
we could more efficiently hunt them down and kill them. | thought this was wrong. | felt these beings would be mere pawns. | 
thought it was cruel to put them through such toils. And when | stood up to him and threw down my sword he ripped off my wings 
and cast me out. He knew the demons would kill me so he didn't have to get his hands dirty. But the demons bowed before my feet. 
It was part of their prophecy that said a being of light would come to guide their way. So | structured them into an army just as 
strong as gods. Now my will is to kill him, to end his reign of tyranny. He is NOT perfect" 

| just stand amused. "Wow," | utter. 

"Wow indeed." 

| can't help but think, “well.why do you need my soul?" 

"To build my army of course," he replies so matter-of-factly. 


"Oh 


"Now enough of this foolishness. You must go to the others now. Unify their looks with your own, People await to become your 
fans." 


"Really?" | excitedly wonder. 

OF Galles 

"So we're going to kick ass tonight at the gig?" 
"You will do very well Nikki," he assures me. 


l'm so happy that only the Devils control can contain my cheers of joy. | felt hopeful. Finally | had some fucking shred of hope that | 
could make it. That | would make it. 


| Did A Bad Bad Thing 


Author's Notes: 
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| Did A Bad Bad Thing 

Slash's POV 


OK, | confess. Um like a major fucking horror freak. | Luke Gothic shit, | like the blood and gore, | like the fear. So | was pretty 
fascinated with the shit | witnessed tonight. 


We were just chilling when some shit started going down with Axl and Izzy. So we his behind a trailer door, waiting to see the cat 


fight, even if it was only to have a few laughs at Izzy's expense. 


| mean come on, we all knew that Izzy fucked guys on the sly, mostly Axl. But hell we all fuck guys, why wouldn't we? There's so 
many chicks and dope around that after a while, we don't know which is which. So the odd guy from time to time throws in a little 
spice to an otherwise bland diet. 


But this shit tonight! That shit we were totally not fucking expecting. Fuck | don't know what was worse, Axl crawling the wall like a 
fucking spider, or the look on Izzy's face as he spoke perfect fucking Latin? How the fuck do either of those Indiana hicks know 
goddam Latin? 


| had to pull Duff away and shove him into another room. The poor bastard was a wreck. Steven, well Stevie is so out of it that he 
couldn't possibly understand, let alone, fully grasp the situation unfolding before us. But | get it. Axl is fucking possessed. Is it weird 
that this doesn't really surprise me? 

Now we're all sitting at the empty hotel bar. Izzy, who's always fucking weird anyway, is even worse than normal. He sits there 
chain smoking and pounding shots. He seems absolutely worn out. Duff and Steven are huddled together like a pair of blonde bag 
ladies. They to are drinking and drinking and.And me, l'm watching Axl drink his Pepsi like he always does. Its like he's the most 
innocent being in the world, and not like the possessed fucker with a loose screw he really is. 

He catches me off guard when he says, "So you're scared of me too Slasher?" 

| look aver at him and | see Axl. His eyes are full of tears with his bottom lip quivering. He looks so small and frightened. | don't know 
if | am feeling bad for the guy, or if I'm feeling the empathy that comes with drugs and alcohol. | slide off my bar stool and hug 
him. "I'm not scared of you Axe. I'm. fuck, | don't know.. I'm intrigued, but I'm not scared. 

" | can touch you," | hear him whisper in my ear. 

"What?" 

"| can touch you and it doesn't hurt" 


"What are you talking about?" | ask with no clue of his meaning. 


But he isn't given the time to answer me. In two smooth strides Izzy is between us. | watch Axl recoil from him as if he were a 


poisonous snake. 


Izzy gives me a warning look, "Don't believe a single thing that thing says Slash. His job is to deceive and to sow hate." 
Behind me | can hear Axl start to sob. "Izzy, man.! don't really think you need to be like this. He seems alright now." 


"Hts bullshit. | read his fucking mind when | touched him. | know everything he does.. Even fucking Latin. He's scared of me. | have 


some.effect on him 
"Effect?" | question 

"Duff, Stevie, come here." He says and stomps out his cigarette with the toe of his boot. "Hold him," he orders them. 

"What? Are you fucking kidding lzz!? lm not fucking touching that thing!" Duff says with eyes wide with fear. 

"FUCKING HOLD HM" 

Against both of their remaining better judgements they grab Axl by both arms. Izzy approaches and raises up the front of Axls 
shirt. By now Axl is whimpering in the most pathetically sad way. Im about to stop this whole charade when Izzy places his right 


handlerhandler, palm flat, against Axl's heart. 


The screams. Jesus the fucking screams. Axl's skin starts to smoke. Izzy retracts his hand and we can see a perfect red imprint of 


it, still smoking. 


Duff and Steven are crying and let Axl go. Axl has his back to the wall, glued to it. His hair, lanky and sweaty, hangs down his neck in 
greasy strips. He pants and glares at Izzy from behind his hair. 


Izzy huffs , "still think | don't need to be this way Slash?" He lights a cigarette and leans into the door, "Cause unless any of you can 
do that then feel free to watch him tonight" 


| nod at Izzy in defeat. So we all make our way back to our rooms in silence, Izzy never more than a few feet from Axl. As we walk 
down the hall the lights flicker and surge. | can see a pleased smirk on Axl's face. Duff and Steven seem terrified. | can't help but let 


a chuckle escape me escape. The four of them quickly look my direction, | can only shrug my shoulders. Fuck it, let them all freak 


out. l'm not scared, this is the most fun I've had in months. 


| awake in the night with the strange sense that l'm being watchedwatchedwatchedwatched. watchewatche | open my eyes and find 
Axl sitting on the end of the bed, watching me curiously . 


"Axe?" | lean up on my elbows, " What are you doing here? Where's Izzy? " 


He crawls over me and hovers there, his body almost pressed to mine. "Izzy's asleep," he coos softly and twists a lock of my curls 


in his hand. "izzy is making love to the poppy.” 
"What!What?" 


| try sitting up further but he pins me down with just one hand. His head lowers down next to my ear and he whispers like a son to 


me, "Izzy's being so mean to me Slasher. He doesn't want me to come out" 


He lowers his weight down onto meme 


"Uh Axe?" 
"Are you going to take care of him for me Slash?" 
"Man, | don't know what the fuck you're talking about. You should probably go back to your room. 


"I've read your mind And | can smell it on you. The candied Snellcandied smell of desire." Then | feel his tongue glide across my ear. 
"| can give you anything you want Slash." He sits up slightly and sniffs the air. He looks back down at me with a smile, "You want 


me. 


| am so fucked. 


Our Leader Is A Little Odd 


Our Leader Is A Little Odd 


Mick Mars POV 


| just couldn't put a finger on it but there was just something odd about Nikki. When | was around him the hair on the back of my 
neck stood on end. And if | looked at his eyes | got a his strange feeling | was looking at someone.. No..something else. And when | 
touch him its like | feel this jolt shoot through me. It seemed familiar. It reminded me of.No that shit is crazy. No way could Nikki 
be.. 


| turn my attention over to him. He's staring at me with a slight grin on his face. A pleased look, but it still gives me goosebumps. 
Its last he knows what I'm thinking. What all of us are thinking. And the way | feel when he speaks makes me want to follow and 
obey his every command. This isn't the first time someone has made me feel like this. One other had. 


It had been. A long time ago now. But | still remember it clearly. | had been alone. | have as driving. | have as in a bad place because | 
left my wife and kids. | just wanted to play music. | was good, but | wanted to be great. | only though the words in my head. " I'll do 
anything to make it" And then this man just materialized in my passenger seat. 


The small smile on his face was eerily similar to the way Nikki did. He told me not to fear me and somehow | didn't. But at the same 
to me something just seemed strange. | mean, how the hell did he just materialize in my front seat? Then he told me that he could 
make all my dreams come true. But it came with a price. He gave me the option of my soul for my dreams. Right then | realized | 
had summoned the Devil. But | wouldn't sell him my soul. So he gave me a different option To take on disease. Why the fuck | said 
yes I'll never know. But the did and | he deal was made. 


Nikki reminds me of the man | made the bargain with. Could he be..him? Him in another humanly form? | mean | knew Nikki years 
ago, and he was nothing like this. lim mean he was sometimes, but something else was different. Its like he was two people in inside 
of one. Sometimes it really seemed like Nikki. But at other times.his eyes changed. His tone got softer, yet more controlling. 

| look over at Vince who eyes Nikki as | do. | think he realized something wasn't quite right with our band leader too. He was always 
staring at him with a curious expression. But whoever or whatever Nikki was, he was really getting things done. He Always knew just 
what to do. He was very much in control of things. Everything was his ideas, his words, his music. He ran everything even the most 
meaningless or trivial little aspects. He ruled everything. No mistake about it. This was HIS band and it was his way or the highway. 
But we all saw something in him. We all believed he could get us noticed. 

Leaning over to Vince, | ask him in the sort st whisper. "Do you get the vibe that there's something.. Unusual about Nikki?" 

His eyes go wide and he looks over at me. "Man, thought it was just me," he says with a look that suggested relief. 


Just then | feel Nikki's eyes on me. On us. He smirks, "trying to get your thoughts past me is like trying to get a sunrise past a 


rooster." 

We just freeze. That shit is as creepy as hell 

"So spit it out" Nikki says folding his arms across his chest. 
"Spit what out?" Vince shrugs. 


" Your little analogies about me. Not so sure there's something off or if you're imagening it” 


We nod wondering how he could know what we had been thinking. 
"What are you?" Vince meekly asks. 


" The one who will make your dreams come true." 


Making a Legion 
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Making a Legion 
Axl Roses POV 


l'm screaming silent screams from deep within my possessed soul. | beg the demon in me not to do this. Not to Slash. | loved Izzy. | 
didn't want to hurt him. But the demon has made it clear that my opinions don't matter. Izzy was the demons number one threat. It 


knew Izzy had the ability to get it put of me. | have no clue if Izzy's aware of that or not. But | need him to syave me. 


The demon had different plans. He planned to cast some sort of power over Slash. His reasoning is so Slash will protect him from 
Izzy. It knew Slash could touch Izzy without the pain we felt in my body. And no matter how much | scream or beg, the demon 


ignores me. 


Its not me whose lips press to Slash's. Its not my hands that are undressing him slowly. Yet, | feel every last kiss and caress. | feel 
it just the same as if it were me doing it. All| can do is very and think about Izzy while this thing strips me from my own clothes. 


| hear my voice purr to Slash, "I've always wanted to feel you. You're so beautiful. You want me too..the smell is all over you..you 
want me Slash?" But goddammit those aren't my fucking words. | don't want Slash. | don't want him to turn into some Zombie out to 


hurt Izzy, and | know this is the demons plan 

But the demon was right. Slash was attracted to me. And he was quite jealous Izzy. The note the demon touched him the more | 
saw flashes of his life. All his dirty little hidden sectets surface, his childhood, his reasoning and innermost thoughts. Slash wanted 
this, wanted me. 

My body straddles his and the demons strength forces me to pin Slash's hands above his head. 


" wow, you're really fucking strong Axl," Slash states up at my body. 


"Call me Alloces, " the demon smirks and licks Slash from his chest and up his throat to his chin Slash writhes in agony." Do you 
want me?" 


" Fuck yes," Slash moans and rolls his hips into me. 


My body reacts, but it isn't me. | have no control over what I'm doing. Bit god | feel every sensual moment. l'm screaming silent 
screams from deep within my possessed soul. | beg the demon in me not to do this. Not to Slash. | loved Izzy. | didn't want to hurt 


him. But the demon has made it clear that my opinions don't matter. Izzy was the demons number one threat. 


| hear my voice purr to Slash, "I've always wanted to feel you. You're so beautiful. You want me too..the smell is all over you..you 
want me Slash?" But goddammit those aren't my fucking words. | don't want Slash. | don't want him to turn into some Zombie out to 


hurt Izzy, and | know this is the demons plan 


But the demon was right. Slash was attracted to me. And he was quite jealous Izzy. The note the demon touched him the more | 
saw flashes of his life. All his dirty little hiidden sectets surface, his childhood, his reasoning and innermost thoughts. Slash wanted 


this, wanted me. 

My body reacts, but it isn't me. | have no control over what I'm doing. But god | feel every sensual moment. | feel how soft his lips 
are. | taste his whiskey and cigarettes. | tasted the salt on his skin. | could feel his fingers trace my skin, jagged edges, just like 
izzy's. But it wasn't and this was wrong. 

"Do you submit?" The demon asks Slash. 

"Fuck yes," he growls and pulls my lips to his. 

The demon uses moves | never would. He kisses Slash so much better than | can even kiss. "You submit?" The demon asks again 


"Yes," slash answers in a lusty whisper and half lidded eyes. 


Just then the demon traces Slashs skin and begins whispering Latin. Slash acts as if it is poetry. "Unde deinceps non modo mihi 
respondeat, Alloces, Magnus Dux de inferno liberabis." 


(Hence forward you will answer only to me, Alloces, Great Duke of Hell) 


| can sense what Slash is thinking. He thinks he Latin in his ear is romantic and erotic. But | wasn't. It was a right... A..ritual. He will 


turn Slash into a soldier on a mission to destroy my izzy. And | was powerless to the demons will 


My fingers cares his face tenderly as the demon gives him a lovingly look. "Quorum voluntary em tacit prim perspicis quorum vitam 


fideliter et me indignium." 

(You will obey loyally and protect me with your very life) 

"Do you give yourself to me?" My voice asks as the demon trances his soul. 
"Yes," slash says stealing another passionate kiss. 


And | feel every bit of his propensity for me. He's waited so long for my body. But he doesn’t love me. Nothing more than a curious 
conquest. | don't want this, but | have no control. | can't stop the demon. 


Slash flips me onto my back and slithers between my thighs. He looks down at me with list filled eyes. "Fuck, I've waited so long for 
this." 


"Take me," the demon says to him. 


He slathers his cock and hovers over me positioning himself at my entrance. From within my body | cry and think of izzy. Then | feel 
slash enter my body. From reading his thoughts | know he's never been with a man. Luckily he's gentle. Inexperienced, but gentle. 


"Mmm harder," the demon tells him. 
Him movements pick up their place and them it does start to hurt. "That how you want it?" He asks as he jack hammers my ass. 


| want to scream stop. | want him to stop. | didn't want this. Please stop. Please Slash, you have no clue what's happened to you. This 


demon in me is controlling you. It wants you to hurt izzy. Please stop, you're hurting me. 


And them the door to the ro flies open Izzy stands there. The expression on his face at first is hurt, but it quickly turns to rage. 


"Get the fuck off him!" He yells as he rushes for Slash. 

Slash looks to izzy. In one swoop he leaves my body and flies at Izzy. He knocks him to the floor and they start fighting. 

"Good boy,” laughs the don in me. | can only look on in horror ax they fight. 

"You stupid fuck! You don't know what the fuck that thing isl" Izzy yells in the tussle. 

"He begged for it,” Slash growls with his hands around izzy's throat. 

| want to help izzy. But the demon holds me hostage. | fight as hard as | can to scream out stop, but the thing in me won't let me. 
But then izzy gets the chance to slide his hand into his boot. He pulls out a hypodermic needle. His eyes bulge as he gasps for 
breath. He fumbles the cap off and drives the needle staring into Slashs jugular. Slashs grip loosens as the heroin spreads through 


his body. Izzy shoves him off him and turns to me with rage filled eyes. 


The demon just laughs a laugh my body never would. 


On The Level 


On The Level 

The Devil's POV 

| stare at the three deadpanned faces glaring at me in curious wonder. My host is thinking | should just tell them the truth. Well, 
being the Devil and all, it's kinda bad for my reputation, wouldn't you say, to actually tell the truth? Its so much more fun to make 
up interesting lies. Alas, | promised to make Nikki's dreams come true. He needs a band, this band. So | suppose | shan't lie. 

"So lets have your theories," | say as | stand there, arms crossed. 


"You're like a psychic right?" Tommy says softly, as if he's afraid to say it. 


| hold Nikki's hand out in front of me and admire the ring we stole this morning twinkling on his hand. "Among other fascinating 
qualities." 


"Lilike what?" Vince almost stutters. 
"Oh.pretty much everything," | nonchalantly shrug. 
"How is that.."Mick swallows hard, "how's it possible?" 


| smile briefly before cracking Nikki's knuckles. "Well it's like this," | begin, "You're seeing Nikki, hearing words in his voice, all of that, 
but I'm not Nikki." And | wonder if their feeble human minds can grasp the concept. 


"What the fuck are you talking about bro? You're totally Nikki," Tommy cocks his head like a curious dog. 


"No, actually | m not Nikki. | can communicate with him, but I'm in charge right now," | state perfectly clear with enough honesty to 
make..HIM upstairs proud. 


"In charge?" Vince questions. 


"Indeed," | nod, "| was asked by Nikki for help, which | am rendering. | will stay until the time is right and then return Nikki's control 


back to him. Then he's on his own" 

"Return his control?" Vince asks visibly becoming unsettled. 

"That is what | said," | nod. 

"Soooo..if you're not Nikki.then who are you?" Tommy asks. My poor ignorant soul. 

"Come on Tommy, isn't it obvious?" Mick motions at me. 

"Dude, are you saying he's like.possessed or some shit??" Vince asks looking around Tommy at Mick. 
"Sorta.l'm saying he's the goddamn Devil," Mick says louder as he points an accusatory finger at me. 


| raise Nikki's hand up and slightly pinch at thin air. Mick starts to squirm and his pointer finger is frozen in thin air. | apply more 


phantom pressure and he winces. "Let's be straight on one thing. l'm here because | was invited. l'm helping Nikki because he asked. | 
have no desire to take your souls like a bandit in the night. | don't take souls just to take them. | only take them when they are 
offered or simply belong to me anyway. A bad egg is born every 861 hours. Trust me, l'm not in some game with God trying to 
collect the most souls. Think of me, if you will, as a security guard in the world's most dangerous prison | keep order where there 
really is none to be had. | will, however, not accept any mutanty behind Nikki's back. | do not accept your cowardice. You are to think 
of this as a free ride to your wildest fantasies. It is however what you wanted as well Mick, correct?" | squeeze my fingers a bit 
more. "| do not wish to break your finger Mick, but | will do whatever it takes, are we clear?" 

"Yes!" Mick writhes. 

| release him from my invisible hold and look to Vince, "Are we clear?" | ask him. 

"Y..yeah man, whatever," he holds his hands up in surrender. 

| m aware Tommy won't disagree with me but | point Nikki's finger at him as well, "Clear?" 

"Crystal dude." 

"Good, I'm glad you all see it my way. Now, a few rules," | hold up two fingers. 

"Rules?" Tommy says, "Why does the Devil need rules? | mean shouldn't it be anything goes?" 

"It is. Now silence. Rule one. Never speak of Nikki as being anyone other than Nikki. No telling your friends. No insinuations. Nikki will 
take control again soon. Rule two. Do. Not. Fucking. Cross. Me." | watch them all draw in their breath. "Nod if you understand” They 
all nod in synch with each other. "Good, now that that's all settled, do you have any questions?" 

Tommy parts his lips to speak by Vince elbows him in the ribs. He quickly closes his mouth with a frown. But | know the question on 
Tommy's mind so | answer it just to appease his curiosity. "It would be a draw Tommy. If god and the Devil arm wrestled neither of 
us could win" 


"Woah dude, you read my mind again!" 


"Just remember, | can read all three of your minds at the same time." 


You Gotta Fix This 


You Gotta Fix This 

Izzy's POV 

So | am rolling around on the floor with Slash. Axl has him under his control. He's weak minded enough to fall for Axl, or whoever 
the fuck he is. | know something is inside him controlling him "He wants to take your soul and make you his slave," | shout at Slash 


in our tussle. 


"Bullshit, you're just jealous because he wants someone besides youl" Slash shouts in a voice that's his, but somehow it's different. 
It's pure evil and he wants to kill me. 


"He's using you Slash! You saw him earlier! He's fucking possessed!" | shout trying my best to break free from him. Luckily Duff and 


Steven hear all the commotion and come ruming into the room. "Get this motherfucker off mel!" 
"What the hell is going on in here?" Steven asks. 

"This stupid ass fucked Axl" | strain to say with Slashs's hands around my throat 

"Izzy's just jealous," Axl, or whoever he is laughs from the bed in his possessed voice. 


"No I'm not! You guys saw what happened when | fucking touched him! He's controlling Slash! He wants him to kill me because he 
knows I'm a threat to him!" 


Steven and Duff grabs Slash and pull him off me. 
"Let me gol" He struggles against them. 


"Slash he's right!" Duff shouts grabbing his face, "This thing isn't Axl! Anything he tells you is a lie! Axl would never hurt Izzy, you 


know that! And neither would you! You're under some sort of fucking spell man!" 
"Yeah, | want him! | always have! Izzy's never fucking known how to love him like he needs!" Slash screams. 


"He told you lies you idiot!" | shout and turn for Axl who just looks at me with a smug smile. | quickly reach out and grab his wrist 
and he growls in pain and hisses at me the same time. 


"He's hurting him!" Slash starts fighting against Steven and Duff again 

"Oh yeah?" | turn to Slash, "Watch this then!" | place my hand on his forehead and it starts to smoke. "Do | make any fucking body 
else smoke when | touch them dumbass?!" Axl falls back on the bed growling and looking at me with whatever evil possessed his 
body. "Let him go Axl!" 

"Im not Axl. And I'll never release him," he laughs at me. 


"Tie them both up," | command as | grab the rope Slash freed Axl from. 


We manage to tie them both together on the bed with a lot of struggle. We all three stand at the end of the bed staring at them. 


"Can't you like do something?" Steven asks me. 
"Do | look like a fucking exorcist?" | huff. 

"But you do have some sort of an effect on him," Duff reminds me. 

"Ooh, | make his skin smoke, don't think that's gonna bring back Axl," | sigh rolling my eyes. 

"But it subdues him right? He cant fight you. You gotta have some sort of mystical power or something right?" He asks. 
"Im just me, | don't have any fucking mystical powers” 

"Then how do you explain making his skin smoke?" Steven asks. 

Axl chuckles, "And how do you explain the fact that he can speak flawless Latin too?" 

"You can speak Latin?" Steven asks. 

| sigh and light a cigarette, "I didn't know | could” 

"See, that's gotta mean something, right? Steven questions. 

"Maybe we should get a priest," Duff offers. 

"None of us are Catholic, they'd never come for some possessed rocker," | exhale 

Axl laughs again, "So helpless. Do you feel helpless yet Izzy" 

"Shut up you thing or I'll come over there and touch you some more," | point my finger at him in warning. 

"We need to talk to someone who knows about this sort of shit," Duff sighs. 

"You mean besides a priest?" Steven asks. 

'Like who though? Devil worshippers? Witches?" | smirk 

"No. Sixx," Duff answers 

"Nikki? Why Nikki?" | wonder aloud 


"Because he evoked something years ago from just reading the Satanic bible. Had knives flying all over his apartment and shit. H's 
worth a shot. What other choice do we have here?" Duff reasons. 


"Fine," | nod, "We'll call Nikki." 


The Bad Child 


The Bad Child 

Nikki Sixx's POV 

| was in my room playing bass with the Devil's help when Tommy came knocking at my door. Naturally the Devil told me the second 
Tommy thought it. Furthermore, the Devil's already told me what it is he wants. The band GNR is here to see me. They think that | 
might know something about possession | laugh and the Devil laughs with me, if they only fucking knew. 

"Ok Nikki, go out there. I'll let you handle this one, | could use the entertainment," the Devil says inside my head. 

"But isn't this like your department?" | telepathically ask. 

"Well yeah, but they wanted to talk to you. They don't know about me. Rule number one, remember?" He reminds me. 

"Yeah yeah," | sigh and cross over to the door and open it. 

"Yes Tommy?" | smile. 

"You got visitors dude, its." 

"GNR, | know," | cut him off. "Show Izzy in. He's the one with the question’ 


"Dude that psychic shit is so trippy," he shakes his head and turns to go get Izzy. 


| stand patiently with my heads folded behind my back. Moments later Izzy is in my doorway. The Devil cocks his head and | notice 
how bright the air around Izzy is. "The plot thickens," The Devil smirks in my head. 


"Hey man," Izzy says and extends his hand out for me to shake. 
"You don't want to do that," The Devil tells me. 
| just stare at his outstretched hand before me. "You'll excuse me if | don't shake your hand. Just tell me what brings you here." 


Izzy scratches his head, "This is gonna sound crazy but..well we think Axl is possessed. You're the only person we can ask about 


that sort of thing.” 


The Devil has me smell the air deeply. "Alloces," He says. "When the cats away the mouse will play. He's been a naughty naughty 


demon. | suppose you have no choice but to let Izzy in on your little secret." 
"Why?" | think to him. 


"Because only two people can send that bastard to the depths from which he came. Me and your friend here. He's an Angel, but he 
has no clue. | like it better with him not knowing, so lim going to have to handle this little problem." 


"Izzy and angel?" | chuckle in my head but the smile is all over my face, "I seriously doubt that. He's a drug dealer, heroin addict, 
and bisexual. Think that cancels out the whole Angel concept of yours." 


Izzy lights a cigarette, "You gonna come look or just stare at me?" 


"Notice that glow?" The Devil asks me. "If you touch him it will hurt more than you've ever hurt in your life. He's touched Allloces. 
He's terrified of him. But this Axl was Izzy's lover and he's fighting Alloces. Its his plan to take Axl's body completely and Axl will no 
longer exist. So far Izzy's stopping him. When he touches him it weakens Alloces. Ask him if he's aware that he's the only reason Axl 
is still in there?" 


"Izzy..you're right. Axl's possessed. But the thing in him wants to take over his mind and body. He already would have if it wasn't for 


you. Your love and your powers are keeping him from being lost," | tell him. 

Izzy looks at me strangely and exhales. "Powers, | don't know what you mean." 

| laugh, "Let's just say Axl's not the only one possessed." Izzy just stares at me. | hold my palm up to him because the Devil says it 
the only way to prove it. "Touch your finger to the center of my palm." Izzy rolls his eyes and touches my palm. It instantly makes 
a singed sound and smokes. | jerk my hand away and shake it. Fuck that hurt. Now Izzy is looking at me like he believes me. "See | 
told you. But I'm not possessed by some lower demon. l'm more like you." 

"How the fuck are we even remotely the same, | don't get burned by people." 

"We're Angels Izzy. l'm just a fallen one. Gods most beautiful. You may know me better as the Devil," | gleam. "But you my friend, 
you're one of the good ones that's at a high risk of going bad. However you still carry that white glow that the Devil says he can 
barely look at. Looking at you is like looking at an eclipse." 

"This is such fucking bullshit," Izzy sighs looking at me with a completely bored and indifferent expression. 

"The Devil says he can show you what you really look like in the mirror," | point at my mirror. 

"Sure, why not," Izzy drags from his cigarette again and strolls over to my mirror. 

| glance over his shoulder from a distance. | see that bright light accompanied by a fog and the most beautiful set of silvery wings 
that go all the way down to the floor. He's the most beautiful thing I've ever seen before but the Devil tells me he's even more 


beautiful. He tells me to stand behind Izzy to see him. | do and he is so beautiful that | can't even look upon him. "Now you see?" | 
ask Izzy. 


lm Not Built For This Savior Shit 


Author's Notes: 
| hope at least someone sees this.. 


lm Not Built For This Savior Shit 
Izzy's POV 


You ever had a day that leaves you questioning if it was really real or not? Like a day you can't really separate from reality and 
day dreaming? A day so unrealistic that's there's just no fucking way it could be real? Yeah, that's the kind of day | find myself in. 
Absurd. Fictional. Impossible. l'm not exactly a good person, how the fuck can | be an angel? Aren't Angels the epitome of all that is 
good? But | can't get the sight of those beautiful silver wings on my back out of my head. It looked so real. Was it? Or am | 
suffering delusional hallucinations brought on by drugs? 


Stevie and Duff keep asking me about what Size did, but | just can't believe | enough to recap the details. If | told them what Nikki 
showed me they'd be tying me up like Axl and Slash. In the last 24 hours I've spoke flawless Latin and managed to make smoke emit 
from Axl's skin They had enough trouble believing what they'd seen with their own two eyes. No fucking way could they grasp the 


Angel shit. | can't blame them. It makes no goddamn sense. 
| slowly open the door to Axl's room. When | go in he lifts his head from where he's bound to his bed like crucified Jesus. He slowly 
draws a predanatural grin to his face. | knew that wasn't Axl smiling at me. It was that thing inside of him taunting me. | slowly 


mover closer to the bed, never taking my eyes off of it. 


"Do you wish to fuck your precious Axl?" It asks me. "Be my guest" Then he arches Axl's back and moans obscenely. But that's soon 


replaced by demoric laughter. 

But | don't let that intimidate me. | gently sit at the edge of the bed | watch as it growls at me and scoots away as far as Axl's 
bound body can | look at Axl's face. | loved him so much. | love the way he touches me. | love the green hues in his eyes that have 
always shined on me with love. This demon in him grants me none of my dirty little pleasures. 

"| won't let you take him away from me," | say. "I will get rid of you." 

"You can't defeat what you can't even understand," it chuckles. 

"tll find a way. There's no stopping me when | make up my mind to do something." 

"Says the junkie," it again laughs at me. 

That pisses me off. Like really really bad. | extend my hands out and grab it's face. It smokes. It crackles and singes, and | can smell 
the charring flesh. It writhes and screams in at least a dozen different voices. It flays Axl's bound body as much as it can For a 
moment it screams as Axl, but | know it just wanted me to stop. Well | just wanted it to stop. | wanted it to go away and give me 


my Axl back. 


“IIZZZZZZZZZZZZYYYY"" | hear a familiar cry. | release the thing and look closely. Tears are streaming down from the corners of 
Axl's eyes. "Get it outl!" And | know this is Axl. 


Tears flood my own eyes. | stroke away a tear but it just hurts him. Apparently he can feel everything that the demon does. 


"Darlin, l'm so sorry, "| cry feeling helpless, "I don't know what to do!" 


And then Like a flick of a switch the demon takes over again with more menacing laughter. "You're too weak to save him. You can't 
handle it. You can't even save yourself. | won't give him back Not ever. No one will make me. | am Alloces! | have thirty six legions 


under my controll You can't defeat me!" 
"Maybe not, but | can cause you pain you son of a bitch!" 


"Not without causing the pain of the one you love as well," it laughs condescendingly. "So go ahead! Hurt me! Watch it hurt this 
mortal body!" 


And | know it's right. Axl feels whatever this thing feels. To hurt this demon is to hurt Axl. | didn't want to do that. If I'm like some 
hallowed angel or something shouldn't | know how to do that? There must be a way, right? There just has to be. | needed to know 
more. | needed to understand what exactly it is that | was. If | understand that then maybe | can find a way to save Axl. 


